52                        SILENT IS THE VISTULA
After some conferences with the women from our block about the setting up of a field kitchen, I started out for our posts on Dobra Street to check on the nurses and liaison girls there. The route led through an underground passage to House No 9 on Leszczynska Street
No. 9 was the apple of our eye Sergeant Putkowski nestled there with his heavy machine gun and a good deal of ammunition He had his own crew and commanded them with an iron, though fatherly, hand, ever mindful of having been a regular army sergeant before 1939. When the war in Poland had ended in October, 1939, Putkowski took off his uniform, put some moth flakes in it, and packed it away He dismantled his machine gun, cleaned it thoroughly, wrapped up each part in oil-soaked cloths, gathered as much ammunition as he could lay his hands on and walled it all up in the cellar under his grocery store On August 1, 1944, Putkowski and his crew tore down the wall which they had erected five years before and took out the machine gun, ammunition and his uniform. They turned it against the German garrison, at the University, and what a source of joy it was to us!
Dobra Street bristled with barricades. I was bound for Lieutenant Viktor's post, which was under almost constant enemy fire from four sides Lieutenant Viktor was not one to lose heart over this fact He had plenty of men and enough arms. Around his headquarters at 53 Dobra Street he created a "safety zone/* though I had my own doubts as to whether the name fitted the situation. He had strewn flat cans of explosives on Dobra Street within a 100-yard radius.
"To say liello* to the German tanks when they come a-visitlng, he explained*
They had started work that morning on another barricade near the post, but it proved to be a tough job.